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Kepeating Its green legend every spring,

And, with a yearly ring,

Kecording the fair seasons as they flee,

Type of our brief but still-renewed mortality ?

"We fall as leaves : the Immortal trunk remains,

BuIHed with costly juice of hearts and brains

Gone to the mould now, whither all that be

Vanish returnless, yet are procreant still

In human lives to come of good or ill,

And feed unseen the roots of Destiny.

II.

1.

MEN'S monuments, grown old, forget their names

They should eternize, but the place

Where shining souls have passed imbibes a grace

Beyond mere earth; some sweetness of their fames

Leaves in the soil its unextinguished trace,

Pungent, pathetic, sad with nobler aims,

That penetrates our lives and heightens them or

shames.

This insubstantial world and fleet
Seems solid for a moment when we stand
On dust ennobled by heroic feet
Once mighty to sustain a tottering land,
And mighty stiE such burthen to upbear,
Nor doomed to  tread the path of  things that

merely were:

Our sense, refined with virtue of the spot,
Across the mists of Lethe's sleepy stream